EDWARD

On every occasion when prudence or management
was required Richard Warburton Lytton came to
grief; and only the ownership since the date of his
majority of extensive property in several counties
enabled him to indulge his passion for Latin, Greek
and Hebrew, for European language and litera-
ture, for metaphysics, theology and book-lore gener-
ally, and to escape for a time at any rate the inevitable
consequences of his fecklessness. Miscalculation
began early. Indeed the very firft time he ven-
tured to pit his own unworldliness againft the world,
he was badly defeated. At the age of twenty-two,
dazzled by the shrill graces of a virgin of sixteen, he
married in ha&e; only to find that love-tales are
pleasanter to read than to realise, and that a wife and a
passion for scholarship run poorly in harness. Where-
fore the married life of the Warburton Lyttons la&ed
only a few years.

It began with he&ic participation in the gaieties of
London'. The young couple were rich; the youth
well-read in the orgia&ic precedents of his beloved
Romans. Portman Square, however, was no more
Baiae then than now, nor young Mrs. Lytton any
less of a snob and a conventional (for all her wit and
praftical good sense) than smartly pretty English girls
are apt to be. The menage^ therefore, came to
grief over a contradiftory sense of what was fun and
what was not. A separation was agreed, Richard
Warburton Lytton, as bitter against the convenances
as one of his capricious temper could contrive to be,
vanished to the country and plunged into abstruse
composition and to the gathering of a library; his
wife, in a small house in Upper Seymour Street, con-
tinued to enjoy the insipid sweets of fashionable life*
These two were the parents of Edward Bulwer's
mother* Their married life was queerly premonitory
of their grandson's own. But Edward was not quite